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The Things | Do For You 


Taylor was sitting on the floor in his Grotto trying to restring an old guitar when Dave stuck his head around 


the door, "Hey you," 


"Hey, you're back," the blond replied, greeting his husband with a big smile, before lying the guitar to the side. 
Standing up, he moved forward and kissed his man, but closer examination of his husband made him pause, 


"What did you do?" 


"What do you mean?" the brunette asked, looking around the room and trying hard not to make eye contact 
with the man who he was entirely incapable of lying to. 


"You have your guilty face on," 
"| brought you a present," Dave said handing him a bag with a hopeful smile. 
Opening it up Taylor pulled out a rare record from the bag and smiled, "My God, where did you find this?” 


"At Fitz's, but actually that's just a present, | meant to give you this first,” Dave shrugged, handing over 
another bag. 


The blond looked inside and raised an eyebrow at the box of his favourite chocolates, another clear sign of 


guilt, "What did you do?" 


"Okay, so, just hear me out," Dave said taking a deep breath as his man raised his eyebrow, "So, you know | 


had a meeting this morning with the TV guy about the documentary | want to do," 
"Yes," 


"Well, one of the top network guys is flying in with his wife next week and suggested we get together to talk 


this out more, spend time together, maybe a dinner and something, he's basically the money man," 
Taylor smiled, tipping his head to the side and considered Dave, "Okay, what else?" 
"How do you mean?" 


"Dave, you know I'd never kick up a fuss over going to dinner with someone, even if it's not my thing, you know 


that and you have your guilty face on, just tell me, how bad can it be?" 
"I said we'd take them out to play golf," 
"Golf?" 


"Yeah, they both love it apparently, that's why their flying out here. Roger and his wife Darlene want to play 
the course at Pelican Hill and | sort of said we'd play a round with them," Dave finished hesitantly. 


"Golf?" 
"Yeah, it won't be too bad, |..please T? Please, | know you hate me and the idea and..." 


"Golf?" 


"Hawkins, stop saying Golf, yes Golf, is it a really terrible idea?" 


‘Of course it is, we don't play, | mean, you play a little bit, but me, D, | don't think..and anyway, |..Golf, D, 


really?" 

Mee 

"And also, don't do that, don't say ‘and now you hate me' because that just means you know l'm going to say, | 
don't hate you, | love you...and | do by the way, | love you very much and you brought me a present, but stil 
D, golf?" 


"You love me?" Dave smiled closing the short distance between them and wrapping his arms around Taylors 
waist. 


The blond rested his arms on the other man's upper arms, rubbing the soft shirt fabric, "You're such a dick," 
"You'll come with?" 


"You've already accepted for both of us," Taylor laughed knowing his husband, "But I'm going to make you 
suffer," 


"How?" 

"You're going to cook me dinner in that outfit | love," the blond laughed, wiggling his eyebrows. 

"Well, | was going to do us steaks on the BBQ..." 

‘Okay, in that case you can serve me in my favourite outfit, the outfit, its not really a BBQing outfit is it" 


"Fine..but just so you know, naked, not an outfit,” Dave grinned pulling his man closer to him as Taylor's arms 
slid around his shoulders and his long fingers played with the soft hairs at the base of Dave's neck. 


"| like it though," the blond mumbled 

Rolling his eyes the brunette leant forward and kissed his husband, "Idiot," 

‘Love you too," 

RE 

A week later Taylor lay in bed next to his husband, "Well, that was a lovely way to wake up," 


"I thought it was the least you deserved," 


"l agree,’ the blond giggled, shuffling over back into Dave's arms and pecked the brunette's chest, "But can you 
remind me exactly what I've done to deserve it today?" 


Dave looked down at the blond, his fingers running through the messy hair, he knew his man had forgotten, 
‘It's Golf day today,” 


"Aw fuck, thats today isn’t it?" the blond moaned, burying himself closer to his partner, "That hasn't been 


cancelled?" 

"No babe, please, it's just one day," 

"l'Il behave and I'll try my best, but you know what | get like, | swear D, I'll try my best," 

| know, | know you will," Dave said rolling to his side and wrapping his arms tightly around Taylor squeezing his 
man against him. He could tell the blond was slightly anxious about today. The blond hated this type of thing, 
but he hadn't complained and had taken the teasing from Pat, when he'd asked to borrow his clubs..or sticks as 
Taylor had originally called them, well. 

"Come on, lets grab a shower," 

"You go first babe," the brunette said, trying to make this day as easy as possible. 

"Come with?" Taylor smiled 

"Really Hawkins? Again?" 

"You're making me do Golf, yes, again, really," Taylor smiled, "plus you know, you're hot and | want to fuck you," 


Dave laughed as he climbed out of bed, pulling Taylor with him towards their en-suite, "With such a sweet 


way with words, its a miracle you don't write our lyrics," 

| might not be good with words, but my mouth has other uses," the blond laughed, "Come, let me show you," 
"Dirty git," 

"You love me for it," 

"I really fucking do," Dave whistled as he watched his handsome man make his way into the huge shower stall. 
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As they pulled up to the golf club Dave smirked at Taylor as he pulled at the uncomfortable clothes he'd made 


his man wear, well, they weren't uncomfortable, they were just clothes, but they weren't the board shorts 


and ripped t-shirts he was used to, "Stop it T, you look cute," 
Turning his head the blond raised his eyebrow, "I'm not fucking cute," 
| think you're cute," the brunette smirked, leaning forward and kissing his partners cheek. 


"Right, I'm doing this, | will try my best, but if this guy makes comments about me being ‘the little woman’ or 


‘her indoors’ or generally that | am the..well, just, you know," 

"| know,” Dave nodded 

"You owe me, | will punish you," 

"How?" 

"You're going to be naked a lot," 

Smiling the brunette shook his head, "I think we can work with that," 
"Good" 


"Good," Dave nodded sliding out the car. Taylor often made comments which to him were throw away, but to 
the brunette made him feel |Ofoot tall. The fact that Taylor could genuinely never seem to get enough of his 
husband and loved him being naked always gave Dave a little buzz, he'd never been particularly confident in his 
appearance, especially away from the stage, but all he ever needed to do was to look in his husband's eyes and 


know for sure one person adored him. 


They made their way into the club house and Taylor couldn't help but feel a knot of anxiety build up, his 
friends and family joked that there was literally nothing in the world the blond couldn't work himself up into a 
stress about. He felt entirely out of place here, it was full of people who somehow always seemed to make him 


feel like a stupid kid and a massive under achiever, despite all his success. 


A larger gentleman in the most hideous golfing get up Taylor had ever seen approached the pair of them, 


"Good morning Dave, lovely to see you," 

"And you Roger," his man replied, shaking hands warmly and smiling at the women next to him, who also wore 
traditional Golfing clothes, a pair of bright pink culottes and a jumper with diamond shaped patterns in lurid 
colours, which oddly appealed to Taylor. 


"Please Dave, let me introduce you to the little woman, this is Darlene," 


"Hi, lovely to meet you," Dave smiled stepping forward and kissing her before his arm slid around Taylor's back, 


"And this is my husband, Taylor," 


"Hi, lovely to meet you both," the blond smiled, smoozing people was something he was very used to. He'd been 


Dave's right hand man in that way for over twenty years, both personally and professionally. 
"Taylor, pleasure to meet you," Roger said, shaking the drummers hand, "So you're Dave's little woman," 


"Well, that's not quite how I'd put it," Taylor smiled sickly sweet and turned his attention to Darlene, "Pleased to 


meet you," 

"And you, I've been looking forward to playing this course for a long time, do you play much?" She asked. 

"Not so much," Taylor admitted 

"Well, I'm sure we can show you how it's done, you can play of the ladies tee if you need Taylor, you're only a 
slip of a thing there's nothing on you, no power |'d imagine," Roger announced, "Come on, lets go, we're tee-ing 


off soon, are your clubs in the car? | can send the caddies," 


As they made their way out, Taylor walked next to Dave and the brunette squeezed his fingers, "I'm sorry," 


Dave whispered, "If he continues I'll... 
Its fine, | get this is important, anyway, | can fight my own battles," 

"Yeah, but l'm a bit more diplomatic," Dave grinned, pecking his lover gently. 

"A bit?" the blond giggled, but seeing his man looked serious, "Babe, | wouldn't, I'll behave," 

The pair of them watched Roger and Darlene climbed into their buggies, ignoring the caddies stood beside them. 
The blond reached his with Pat's golf clubs already on the back grinning at the smart looking young man beside 
it, "Hiya, I'm Taylor,” 


"Tom, it's great to meet you, I'm a big fan," the young lad said, and Taylor could tell he was trying to play it 


cool but was a bit nervous. 
"Well mate, | don't think you're going to be the biggest fan of my Golf, I'm awful, 

As they reached the first tee Roger announced he'd go first, then Dave, he then suggested the ‘girls’ go next. 
"Im sorry bud," Dave mumbled, "Ill try and. 


"Leave it, you need him to give you the sign of f..'m just planning all the horrendous things I'm going to make 


you do to make it up to me," 


While Roger and Dave teed off, Taylor chatted to Darlene, asking about where they were from, she seemed a 


sweet lady and was obviously excited to play the course. 


"Now then you two, gossiping like a pair of old harpies already," Roger joked and Taylor clenched his jaw, "So 
you're turn Taylor, lets see if you can get it down the way a bit," 


The blond approached his caddie and went to pick up a club, as he did Tom shook his head, so the blond 
dropped it and went for another one, again Tom shook his head and Taylor grinned, "im a slow learner, there's 
shit loads of them - which one," 


"That one, it's the driver," the young guy smiled, pointing to the club in question. 


"Oh, okay, lets give this a go eh?" Taylor shrugged walking to where the others were, prepared to make a tit 
of himself. 


| was saying to Dave, if you wanted to go from the ladies Tee, that would be fine," Roger suggested a smug 
smile on his face. 


"Oh, its okay, I'm not going to be great, but | think | can manage the man's tee," the blond forced a smile. 
"Take your time babe, you'll be great," Dave grinned. 


Taylor did what he'd seen Dave do to set the ball on the little plastic tee, he stood in the stance he vaguely 
knew to take and with very little care or attention he brought his club back and let it swing through the ball. 


The ball flew straight and true and much further than anyone else in their group's had, but he hadn't been 
paying much attention and didn't know that so turned to the others, "Is that okay?" 


Dave burst out laughing, "Turns out you might have a bit of beginners luck," 


"You think?" the blond smiled and noticed Roger didn't seem to be that pleased. 


As they went around the course, Dave was finding it more and more amusing, Taylor was turning out to be 
quite the golf player, | mean, the brunette didn't think his man actually knew he was doing well and he was 
very sure he didn't care. Taylor had made friends with Darlene, who like most people who spent a few minutes 
with his husband had fallen under his spell. Tom and Taylor had also bonded quickly, laughing and joking as they 
moved around the course. Dave had noticed the caddie taking on a slightly more responsible role than most of 
the others, who purely handed clubs, which were requested and drove the buggies, while offering faint praise 
to the others in the group. 


On the first green when it was time to putt, Tom had come up beside Taylor, removed the driver he'd 
grabbed and pushed the putter into his hand. Dave also noticed in just a few holes Tom realized his charge had 
the attention span of a gnat. The younger man had drawn Taylor back to the course when he'd been fascinated 


by a wooded area to the side of the course and thought exploring would be more fun than the golf, he'd also 
got in a habit quite quickly of removing the clubs from his husband as soon as he'd taken his shot. On the 
third tee Taylor had been swinging the driver around loosely in his hand, as if trying to twirl a giant drum 
stick and as it had flown out his hand it had nearly take out one of the buggies. 


Roger seemed to be getting more and more irritated, his golf was getting worse and worse and his comments 
were getting closer to the bone. Dave wondered beside Taylor as they made their way down one of the 


fairways, throwing an arm over his shoulder and kissing his temple, "You doing okay?" 

"| think so, aren't |?" 

"Fuck the golf bud, | meant, you doing okay?" 

"Well, for a ‘little woman, I'm doing okay," Taylor said, his arm sliding around Dave's waist. 
‘lm sorry, | didn't realize he was like this," 


"Stokay, but | do resent the insinuation that I'm just the pretty boy in the band to look good in the pictures, | 


realize it's the common theme, but to say it To my face?" 
"But that's why | hired you," Dave said as if it was a shock Taylor didn't know this. 
Rolling his eyes Taylor shook his head, "don't push it Grohl," 


"You're my pretty boy," the brunette whispered, tightening his arm around his neck to bring their heads 
together and kissing him, sloppily making Taylor push him away laughing loudly. 


"You're a nightmare," 


They'd been playing for ages, or so it seemed to Taylor. Roger had moved from acting like he was the ‘little 
woman’ which even if that hadn't bothered him, the way he seemed to think that a woman's place was at 


home pissed him off, he could only imagine him trying it with nearly all the woman in his life. 


The blond man was very aware that many places in America were not as liberal as LA, but it was still a shock 
to the system how clearly back in the dark ages this man was. From his comments he clearly wasn't sure on 
the whole ‘gay’ thing as he'd said in inverted commas, he'd also made comments about how Dave had only 


employed him to keep quiet, do as he was told and look pretty. 


As this continued Taylor found himself trying to keep the conversation between Roger and himself, he knew if 
Dave heard he'd go mad and blow up his opportunity at making this documentary, which was so close to his 
heart. The blond himself didn't really care what Roger said, he hadn't always had that level of self confidence 
and even now it was still slightly wobbly, but he wasn't going to let this man get to him. Although, he was 
looking forward to telling Dave that someone thought he was obedient and did as he was told.he had a feeling 


that would be somewhat of a revelation to his husband, best friend and boss. 


As Tom steered the buggy to the next hole the caddie spoke to him, "So this is the I8th hole, its a tricky Par 
5, left hand dog leg with the lake to the right... 


"Try again?" Taylor suggested. 


"Its the last hole. Whack it as far as you can, then we'll go up course and do it again, try and get it on the 
green and miss the water, then in the hole," 


"Sounds good - last hole eh? Nearly made it," 
"You're doing well," Tom smiled 


"Well | haven't hit anyone, fallen in a lake, got lost, broken anything or told that idiot to fuck off, so | feel its a 


success," 
"You're a natural, | think it's upper body strength from the drums," Tom said 
If you say so," Taylor nodded, taking a mouthful of water 


"It probably helps you don't seem to give a shit, sorry if that comes across as.." the caddie said, but was 
interrupted by Taylor bursting out laughing 


"You are totally correct," 

‘It's just the best golfers are loose...relaxed, but to have the strength and power you have..it's impressive," 
"Thank you..but | don't see me becoming a regular," 

"Fair enough," Tom smiled. 


Taylor stood next to Dave as Darlene putted the ball in the last hole, "Well done everyone, | enjoyed that," Dave 


said 

"Good course," Roger forced out, "Shall we go to the [9th Hole? Some refreshments | think," 
"Sounds good," the brunette nodded 

"IIl just go freshen up," Darlene smiled, "I'll see you three there,’ 


The four of them settled down in the bar, Roger was a very old-fashioned gentleman and even though Taylor 
requested a coke he kept checking he didn't want a proper drink, like just a beer, to toast the day, or a GẸT. 


He politely refused and ignored the comment about ‘pathetic’ from under his breath. 


"So I've got the score card here, so the proof's all here and | had it double checked, so congratulations to 


today's winner, Taylor," Roger said, forcing a smile. 

"Me?" the blond asked, frowning and looking up from the table where his mind had been wondering. 

"Yes love, you won," Darlene smiled at the blond she had grown such a soft spot for over the last few hours. 
"Me? But I'm terrible," 

Dave laughed and kissed his husband's forehead, "You're still better than us," 

"Today," Roger said, "Lucky day maybe," 

"Yeah," Taylor frowned, "Are you sure | won?" 

"Yes, we're sure," Roger confirmed clenching his jaw. 

"Oh, cool, thanks," 

"What about his prize," Darlene said to her husband. 

"Oh, prize, didn't know there was a prize involved," Taylor grinned rubbing his hands together. 

"Oh, right, yes, of course," Roger said, reaching down and placing an expensive bottle of scotch on the table, 
"Dave and me discussed this before the match, thought it would make it a bit more interesting, | guess you 
can give it to him," 


"Thank you," Taylor smiled, shaking Rogers hand, "I can't say I'll be a regular on the golf course, but it's always 
rice to get outside," 


"Definitely, and such beautiful surroundings," Darlene agreed before asking, "So, are you looking forward to 


tonight?" 

"Tonight?" the blond asked at the same time as hearing and feeling his husband take a large breath beside him. 
"Yes, the Opera," 

"Oh right," Taylor said slowly, turning his head to look a Dave raising his eyebrow. 


"I'm sure | mentioned it," 


Silly me," the blond said, turning his attention back to Darlene, but pinching the soft skin on the back of Dave's 
hand which was on his lap below the table painfully hard, "I must have forgotten, I'm sure itll be a lovely 


night," 


"And | got the Table booked for dinner at 630pm so we should have plenty of time before curtains up," Dave 
said quietly, squeezing his husband thigh gently, hoping to convey his apology. 


"Excellent," Roger smiled, smacking his hands down on his amble thighs, "Should be a great night," 


RRR 


Having left the bar, the two of them walked towards their car when Taylor saw Tom out the corner of his 


eye, "Ill be back in a sec," he said to Dave and jogged over to him. 
Heys 

"Hey man,” Tom smiled. 

"Look, | won the round today," 


"I know, you were great..um, this is super unprofessional and | could get fired, but well...'ll regret it if | don't 


ask..would it be okay to get a picture with you?" 
"OF course, why would you get fired?" 

"We're not supposed fo bother the guests," 
"Don't be daft, do you want Dave too?" 
'Um.well.." The Caddie blushed, "If thats... 


"Oi Grohl, come here," Taylor yelled before turning back to the younger man, "he'd do anything for me right 


now, he's so in the bad books," 
"Oh dear," 


"He's agreed we're going to the Opera with them tonight," Taylor said as Dave reached them, raising his 
eyebrow, "Tom would like a picture of us," 


"Oh sure," the brunette smiled, curling his arm around the blond and smiling for the camera. 


"Thanks so much, both of you," Tom smiled 


"Oh here, | came over here to give this to you," Taylor said, handing over the whiskey, "| won it, but | think we 


both know | wouldn't have had a hope without you," ` 

"You don't need to do that, honestly," 

"Well, lm not going to drink it," the blond explained 

"And lm so far in the dog house he's not giving it to me," Dave added which made them all laugh. 
"Thank you, that's very kind," the caddie said, accepting the bottle. 

"No worries, we have to go, we're going to the opera," Taylor said, looking up at his husband, "Ready?" 
"Sure," Dave nodded 


As the brunette turned their car towards the road he glanced over to Taylor, "So. just how much shit am | 
in? Should | just chuck my clothes away?" 


"That's one way around this," the blond nodded. 
"Te" 


It's fine D, honestly, | was assuming that we'd go out for dinner, at least with the Opera it'll limit the 


conversation," 
"You're cool with this, really?" 


"| don't know about that," the blond shrugged, "D, you know I'd do anything for you, anything, this documentary, 


it means the world to you. If it means | have to put up with him for a couple more hours that's fine,’ 
"Yeah?" 

"Yeah, but you're still a shit for not telling me, 

"Yeah, | know, naked breakfast in bed tomorrow?" 

"Oh, that's just a fucking start," Taylor laughed, "Oh, God, Opera," 

"| know," 

“with Roger," 


"I know," Dave smiled, loving that his man was so laid back and they were already back on an even keel, he 


never held grudges, wasn't moany and just ready to move to the next thing. 

"What do you even wear to the Opera?" 

"Full on tux l'm afraid, | got one dry cleaned for you," 

"You know, the way Roger was talking, maybe | should turn up in full drag, be the ‘little woman he seems to 
think | am," Taylor said and as Dave pulled to a stop at a junction they made eye contact and the brunette 
raised his eyebrow. 


"Really?" the brunette smiled 


"lts a dumb idea isn't it?" the blond said, what had been a flippant remark now seeming to make sense, but he 


didn't want to do anything to rock the boat for Dave's investment. 
"It is..." Dave said, "But fuck, it would be funny, 


"Oh Dave, are you going to be my big strong man," Taylor grinned pulling out a girly southern accent, fluttering 


his eyebrows, "Take me out for a fancy dinner on the town, oh how lucky | am," 
"Shut the fuck up,” the brunette laughed 


Neither spoke for a few minutes until they hit the highway back towards their home but both were thinking 


the same thing, "lets call Kristen," Taylor announced. 
"Then Lis, she'll help," Dave nodded, a smirk on his lip, it might piss Roger off, but he didn't really care. The 
way he'd spoken to Taylor had wound him up and he couldn't have been more pleased, and proud his husband 


had won. 
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Later that evening Kristen came downstairs at their home addressing Dave sitting at the kitchen island, "The 


things you two get me into, you'll be the death of me, | tell you," 
"Is he okay?" Dave asked 


"Yeah, he's good, he really does scrub up nice, here's a stole for his dress," their friend smiled, "Now, try and 
keep out of trouble, have a good night," 


"Thanks love," 


Almost immediately after his sister made her way downstairs and picked up her handbag to head out, "Be nice, 


he's nervous," 


Looking up the grand staircase Dave turned back to face his sister, "Is he okay? We don't need to do anything 
hee 


"He's fine, just tell him he looks pretty, have a good night, don't cause too much trouble," Lisa smiled kissing 
her brother, "And you look very handsome too," 


"Thanks love, I'll call you Tomorrow," he smiled, showing her out. 

"T? Babe are you okay?" Dave asked, climbing the first step and looking up. 

Just then his other half appeared at the top of the stairs, "Hey," 

"Holy fuck," the brunette gasped, leaning back and taking in the view, his mouth hanging open. 

The blond had had a lot of extensions added to his hair which was softly curled and hung long around his 
shoulders, partly hiding his face. The dress was navy satin, which clung to his curves, which shocked Dave, he 
had ample cleavage and a nipped in waist before the dress flared out slightly, flowing down to the floor, "Do | 
look ridiculous? The girls said |..." 

"You look incredible," Dave breathed. 

"Yeah?" 

"Definitely," 


"Okay..well, come up here and help me downstairs, | don't want to go arse-over before we even leave," 


"Oh, of course," Dave smiled jogging up stairs and holding out his arm for the blond to link into and when he did 


Dave noticed they were covered with the lace sleeves of the dress which also covered the back of his hands. 


They walked downstairs and Taylor took a deep breath, "So | look okay? | don't want you to be embarrassed, if 
you regret this it won't take me long to get changed...” 


'T, you look incredible," Dave grinned, cupping the blond's cheek, "IF | kiss you, is that okay?" 

"Why are you asking?" 

"Just, you know, the make up," 

"Weill work with it," Taylor laughed, kissing his man gently, "Just fell me if at any point tonight, anything looks 


odd or out of place, the girls have sort of shown me how to fix stuff, but they sprayed this stuff on which 
apparently will make my make up stay on..it tasted like shit,” 


"Why did you taste it?" 
"I was talking when Lis was trying to do it," Taylor giggled. 
"You talking, never," Dave laughed, kissing his man again, "It's so weird kissing you being freshly shaved," 


“That's what's weird?" the blond laughed in his man's arms, "Not the makeup, hair, or dress..but the fact I've 


shaved?" 

"Whatever," Dave blushed. 

"By the way, you look gorgeous," Taylor said, adjusted his husbands tie slightly, looking up to the warm loving 
brown eyes he felt so lucky to have this man by his side. He loved that they could do stupid crazy stuff, if 
he'd suggested doing what he was to anyone else in the world they'd have thought him mad, but his wonderful 
husband was by his side as ever. 


"Thank you, our car should be here any second, are you ready?" 


"Yep," the blond nodded picking up the navy faux fur stole but Dave took it from him and placed it across his 


shoulders 
"ls that right?" 

"| think so," Taylor shrugged with a soft smile. 

KKK 

They'd booked a table at the Restaurant next door to the Opera House and as they walked into the bar they 
spotted Darlene and Roger straight away. Dave kept his arm tightly around the blond's back and led them over 


smiling widely, "Darlene, Roger, good evening, you both look marvellous,” 


"Dave, hello, | see you've upgraded your evenings guest from today," Roger beamed looking straight at Taylor's 


chest, oh he was going to enjoy this the blond thought. 
"No, no, Roger, sorry to disappoint, still me," Taylor smirked. 
"Oh...um..okay... 


"Well, you seemed to spend so much time referring to me as the little woman today, or ‘her indoors’ | thought 


| should look the part," 


"| think he's beautiful," Dave beamed looking at his man. 


"You look stunning," Darlene smiled, moving over and kissed Taylor's cheek, "You're putting me to shame," 
‘Oh nonsense," Taylor insisted, horrified he might have upset her, "You look wonderful," 

"Shall we go through to our table then," Roger announced haughtily. 

Dave held out his arm and the blond linked his arm and allowed his husband to guide him through the 
restaurant. Reaching their table Dave pulled out his partners chair and pushed it in for him before sitting 
beside him. 

The blond looked up at Dave and smiled sweetly, “thank you," 

"Oh, you're such a sweet couple," Darlene smiled having watched the way they were together. 


Taylor blushed and brushed his thick hair off his face as Dave handed his stole to the waiter. 


Roger glanced up, "Bring us a bottle of Champagne, we're going to the Opera so we won't be long deciding what 


we're eating," 


"Can we have some sparkling water as well please," Dave added seeing once again Taylor seemed to have been 


ignored. 
Once they'd ordered Darlene looked across at the younger couple, Dave with his arm around the back of 
Taylor's chair and the other man leaning back against his partner, they looked so incredibly comfortable 


Together, even with Taylor dressed as he was, she sighed contentedly at them, "You look so lovely together," 


"That changes over time doesn't it love," Roger laughed, leaning forward on the table, "When you've been 


together that long, the romance is long dead..." 


‘Oh, I'm sure that's not true," Taylor said seeing Darlene looking down at her hands, "Every relationship is 


different, it doesn't make it not romantic," 


"Being in a long-term relationship is different, it's familiar, comforting..it's still romantic," Dave added, not great 


at this type of conversation, but not wanting Darlene to feel they were being too much. 


"Oh no, I'm not complaining, its just so nice to see you in the first flushes of love," Darlene grinned, leaning 


forward and patting the blond's hand. 


"We've been together what 4 years this year," Roger smiled smugly before laughingly continuing, "The soppy 
looks don't last nearly a decade, Darl's my third wife, must be time for an upgrade soon eh?" 


"How long have you been together?" Darlene asked pointedly ignoring her husbands remarks. 


The pair shared a look, both blushing slightly, "Twenty two..twenty three years," Dave shrugged. 


"Long enough we don't exactly remember," Taylor laughed, "But trust me..it's not all holding the chair out for 


me and sweet kisses," 

"Wow twenty years.that's impressive," Darlene smiled 

"And have you got married? You can do that now right?" Roger asked 

"Yeah, we did, about I2 years ago, not in the US," Taylor explained 

"It was the best day," Dave agreed, leaning forward and pecking the blond's forehead, "the best,” 
"Yeah, what about you two? Where did you get married?" the blond asked 


"A little place near Cincinnati, just where Darl's from, very traditional for us," Roger said pointedly, “All our 


families there, friends, very traditional, nothing new age," 


‘Ours wasn't so different," Taylor said, "Our families and friends were there, | mean, neither of us were in a 


dress," 
"On tonight's evidence | would have thought you'd look great in a huge meringue dress," Darlene laughed. 
"| did try and persuade him," Dave said with a smile. 


"Well, we did a film..or little thing..a charity thing..whatever, anyway, he was the bride" Taylor explained before 
turning to his husband with a grin, "and you did look fetching in a white dress," 


"You two have very different lives to us," Darlene said, the two boys looked at each other and shrugged. 
"We're just a normal couple, we love each other, have the same arguments everyone does about cleaning and 
stuff, simple stuff makes us happy, we have incredible jobs, which does mean our lives are not exactly Iam- 


5pm," Dave said 


"But | think it makes it easier we do it together," Taylor added, "Plus, our bandmates often tell us no-one else 
would put up with us," 


"That is a good point," Dave acknowledged, "we're lucky to have found each other," 
Taylor didn't want to come across as overly soppy and any public display of his feelings made him very 


uncomfortable, but he placed his hand on the brunette's lap and squeezed his leg gently, sharing a smile with 


his husband. 


Once dinner arrived Dave noticed his partner wasn't eating much, "Are you okay?" he whispered, 
"Yeah, just, the corset l'm in.it's not leaving much room," 
"Do you want...” 


lm fine D, honestly," Taylor smiled, squeezing his man's hand, he loved the way his partner always looked 


after him, "Don't worry, enjoy your dinner," 
"So, have you seen La bohème before?" Darlene asked. 


"No, actually, I've never seen an opera before," Taylor explained, "But | did a bit of research on this one. just 
sort of read about what's going to happen. | like the world it seems to be set init seems quiet bohemian and 
the characters are quite creative aren't they?" 


"Sounds like you have a good handle on it," Darlene smiled. 


"Well, I'm not sure about that, but I'm excited about it, itll be a good experience, | guess it's something I've 
been intrigued about, but normally l'm at the nosier end of the music," 


"And what about you Dave? | have to say | don't see it as your type of thing," Roger said, "all the wailing..'d 
rather leave the women to it, but its Darlene's treat, best to keep the women happy eh?" 


"Well, | can't say I've had much experience of that," Dave laughed, "But, like T, I've never been to an Opera, just 
seen a few bits on tele, | think its very exciting, it's a type of music and composition | know nothing about, but 
the singers...their so incredible, | mean, | know I'm limited, but...that's part of what I'm looking forward to, but 
also the theatre of the night, I'm pleased we've had the opportunity to come tonight, thank you for inviting 


us, 


"Thank you for coming," Darlene smiled, "It's a real treat for me, plus being able to introduce one of your 


pleasures to someone who is keen to learn and experience, is lovely," 


"Just hope you can follow it eh Taylor," Roger guffawed and the blond just smiled back sweetly, placing a hand 


over Dave's hand who was ready to argue back. 
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As they made their way across to the Opera House Dave kept his arm tightly around the blond's waist, aware 
the blond was trying his best in the unfamiliar heels, but he was so proud of the elegance his partner showed, 


"Did you really look up the Opera?" he asked his husband. 


"Yeah, when the girls were getting me ready, by the way, this," he paused pointing to himself, "Is a lot of 


work," 
"Bless you," 


"| didn't want to let you down or for you to be embarrassed by me, well on this anyway, | don't normally care.. 


plus | thought it would help me understand it better and maybe enjoy it," the blond shrugged. 


As the people funnelled into the Opera House, Dave took advantage of the crowds to pause and cup his man's 


cheek, "I love you," 


"You're a soppy bugger tonight," Taylor smiled, "Now come on, l'm sure there's something else Roger's going to 
find to insult us about," 


"You think? | mean he's knocked our relationship, sexuality, spoken to you like you're dumb, when I'm the only 
one allowed to do that, criticised our jobs, our passion and our abilities," Dave listed whispering in his husbands 
ear making the blond laugh. 


"Come on," the blond giggled. 


They made their way into the venue and up to the boxes where they'd got their seats. Darlene and Roger 
taking the two at the front, Dave and Taylor just behind. They angled themselves so Dave could rest his arm 


around his partner and they were pressed together. 


As the final scene played out everyone was on their feet applauding, Taylor had to be honest, he had 
absolutely adored the Opera He might not have understood everything, every nuance, but managed to follow 
the story, the singers had blown him away and the layers of the music from the orchestra was just stunning 
and beautiful. His husband had been equally enthralled, they'd barely noticed anything around them as they 


focused so much on the stage, "That was amazing," Dave said in his ear, "Just amazing," 

‘It really was," Taylor agreed, "I loved it," 

As people started to leave Darlene was thrilled the two of them had enjoyed it so much, Roger just seemed 
keen to get back to the hotel for a nightcap, complaining about one thing or another, but he was on his own as 


Dave offered his arm to Darlene on the way downstairs, Taylor already linking his other arm. 


The four of them made their way outside and Taylor instantly shivered, the wind seemed to be blowing 


straight down the street and it was teeming with people waiting for a ride home. 


There was a car pick up line and Roger nodded, "Looks like they're only letting a few cars down at a time, I'l 


call the drivers, see how long they're going to be," 


"Thanks," Dave smiled 


"So, what did you think of your first opera?" Darlene asked Taylor 
"Oh, it was really good, they're incredibly talented, | loved it," the blond smiled, "Did you enjoy it," 
"Very much, it's one we've been excited to see, this is an amazing company," 


"Here you go babe," Dave said, taking off his jacket and wrapping it around Taylor's shoulders, he could see the 


blond was shivering, his dress not offering much protection against the cold evening breeze. 
"D, you don't have..." The blond blushed 

"Look, | don't get to be the chivalrous one like ever, let me," 

The blond rolled his eyes bumping his hip against Dave's, "thank you," 


They waited a few moments until Dave saw a man with a clipboard, "I'll go and check out the order, see where 


we are on it," 


Taylor looked at Darlene who looked freezing and glanced at Roger stood in his own jacket, "Tell them to bump 


us up Dave, it's freezing now," the Executive called out pulling his jacket around him. 


The blond's eyes narrowed and shook his head, he pulled Dave's jacket from his shoulders and wrapped it 


around Darlene, "There we go sweetheart," 
"Oh, Taylor, don't worry about that," 
"No, no, | might be dressed like this, l'm still a man," the blond grinned. 


A few moments later Dave returned explained it was likely to be IOminutes, they were still a bit down the list. 
Roger said he would expect better, but Taylor answered back that there was a lot of people to move, they 


were doing their best his patience with the older man wearing incredibly thin 


Dave moved back to the blond and wrapped his arms tightly around him from behind, rubbing his lace covered 
arms to warm him up and then kissing his hair feeling incredibly protective of his husband tonight: 


Finally it was their turn and after sending Roger and Darlene off in their car, Dave held the door to their car 
while Taylor slid in, Dave had to bite back a smirk as Taylor was so graceful and ladylike and so unlike his 
normal manner. He also loved the way the blond sat in the middle seat so when he climbed in, they were 


pressed together. 


Having arrived home they thanked the driver and Taylor pulled Dave's jacket from his shoulders and hung it on 
the bannisters, before taking his man's hand and leading him into the lounge, pushing him down to the sofa, 


"Stay there, I'll get you a night cap," 


Dave sat back and watched as the blond flicked on a few lamps before making his way over to the drink's 
cabinet in the corner. The way he walked, his hips swinging and the dress swaying around his legs, a ‘shy’ look 
over his shoulder, fluttering eyelashes... "Oh fuck," Dave mumbled, shuffling down on the sofa and spreading his 
legs, squeezing himself as he felt himself grow. 


Flicking his hair over his shoulder the blond sauntered back across the room, he was so aware of his body and 


after twenty years, knew exactly how to use it to drive his partner wild. 

He handed the brunette the whiskey before gathering up his dress and kneeling on the sofa, one leg either side 
of Dave, settling himself on the brunette's lap Taylor rested his arms on his man's shoulders fiddling with 
Dave's hair, pulling it out the pony tail he'd fixed it in for their evening, so it fell loosely around his shoulders. 
The blond ran his fingers through the thick brown hair moving it back into his normal parting, "there we go, 
that's better," 


Dave took a sip of whiskey before putting the glass down on the table beside him and linking his arms behind 
the blond's back, their faces close together, "Hi," 


"Hi," Taylor replied with a soft smile, leaning down and kissing his husband, sucking in his lip and nibbling it, "So, 


Grohl, you wanna know what | want you to do?" 
"What?" the brunette asked, his hands on the blond's waist, feeling the corsetry beneath. 


"Well," the blond smiled, kissing the brunette's jaw, before placing little kisses along his neck as he spoke, "since 


my big strong man has taken me out to dinner and a night on the town," 

"Ummm," the brunette moaned, the blond's mouth was so bloody good. 

"now | want you to show me whose boss in the bedroom," 

"Yeah?" Dave smiled, catching the blond's head and looking in his eyes, "T?" 

"Please D," 

In their relationship their sex lives were incredibly satisfying, varied and fun, it was always all about love and 
respect. The blond often took the lead, he liked being the dominant one and it drove Dave wild being ordered 
around by his man, but the opportunity to top..well, that was just too good to pass up. 

"Well, seeing as you asked so nice," Dave replied leaning up and kissing him again, "Babe, you know the words?" 


‘| do," Taylor nodded, his eyes flicking to Dave's lips before he licked his own suddenly dry ones. 


"Fetch me another whiskey," 


The blond went to stand up but Dave kept him there, "And as a novelty, you'll address me as Master tonight," 


Taylor raised an eyebrow and Dave laughed, "Oh come on, humour me," 

"You're such a dick," Taylor replied before adding with sarcasm, "Oh Master," 

"Glad we've got that sorted," Dave laughed, pecking the blond's nose before helping him up to his feet. 

Taylor crossed the room and refilled Dave's glass, letting his hair fall half across his face he swung his hips 
and bit his lip, trying to look shyly up at the man he wanted to ravage him. He couldn't help but smirk, the 
brunette had shuffled down on the sofa and spreading his legs wide again, clearly enjoying the view. 

Having passed the brunette his whiskey Taylor took a cushion from the sofa, dropping it to the floor between 
Dave's legs. He knelt down and placed his hands on his lap, trying hard to look sweet and obedient, "So, Master," 
he said, trying hard to keep the sarcasm from his voice, "How may | please you," 

"Any ideas?" the brunette asked nodding towards his groin. 

"May |?" Taylor asked, leaning forward, his hands setting on the brunette's waist band. 

Dave nodded, and shuffled down some more, sipping his drink. The blond undid Dave's fly and tugged his 
trousers out the way before easing down his boxers, the brunette's hard dick springing free and Taylor 
wasted no time in taking it in his mouth, sighing in contentment at the familiar feel and taste. 


"Aw baby, you're so good at that," 


Taylor smiled and lapped at his man's groin, using his hands to play with his balls and nipping the skin on his 


man's inner thighs knowing it drove Dave wild. 


Dave moaned in pleasure, one hand on the back of Taylor's head, but not forcing or pressing, knowing that his 


husband didn't like that, just tangled in the hair, trying to find someway to ground himself. 

"Babe, l'm not going to last, babe, l'm..oh fuck," Dave moaned, throwing his head back and releasing himself in 
Taylor's mouth, the blond caught it all and swallowed, not releasing his partner at first, finally letting him slip 
from his mouth and placing a little kiss on the tip, 

"Come here, kiss me," Dave demanded, needing his beautiful blond in his arms. 

Taylor rose to his feet and tucked Dave in before settled across his lap, kissing Dave and letting him taste 
himself, "did | please you Master?" the blond drawled in his most submissive voice and forced himself not to 


laugh. 


Rolling his eyes Dave kept his husband close, "It's a start," 


"A start? | love you old man, but | think that...” 
"Don't finish that thought, by the time l'm done with you, I'll be more than ready,” 
"Really Master?" Taylor grinned, "I'l look forward to it," 


"Stand up," Dave ordered pushing him off his lap and the blond nearly fell on the floor, but his man steadied 


him at the last second, "Sorry," 

"Hey, not so good on the heels bud," 

"Sorry babe," Dave grinned standing up and picking his man up in his arms, "Let me take you to my lair," 
"Dave, put me down you idiot, you're going to break your back," Taylor laughed. 

"No, you're light as a feather," the brunette shrugged 


‘Oh Master, so strong, so handsome," Taylor drawled, his arms around his husband's neck, wondering just 


where in the house he was going to be dropped on his arse as his man collapsed. 


They got to the bottom of the stairs and the brunette took a deep breath as if readying himself for a huge 
effort and Taylor burst out laughing, "Put me down you idiot," 


"Fine, fine, taking all the romance out of it," Dave moaned letting his man fall to his feet. 
"How about this, when we get upstairs, you can pick me up and throw me on the bed all masterfully?" 


"Sounds like a plan, slave," the brunette replied in Taylor's ear, but kept a strong arm around his waist so he 


didn't wobble on his heels. 
Reaching their large room Taylor turned around in Dave's arms, the amusement disappearing as passion took 
over, "So," the blond started, his arms around his husbands shoulder, "Master, are you going to throw me onto 


the bed and have your wicked way with me?" 


"Come with me," Dave said, moving back and taking the blond's hand, leading him to the side of the bed, sitting 


him down he brushed the hair from his loves face and cupped his cheek, "I love you Hawkins," 
"I love you too," 
Dave kissed his man, before moving back, "lets see what's under that dress eh?" 


Standing up incredibly close to his husband the blond reached under his arm and let down a zip, sliding his 


arms free and letting the silky fabric slip off his body and pool at his feet. The blond ran his hand down his 
body, the corset he was in giving him an hourglass figure, the panties secured with ribbons on each side only 
just keeping him decent in his current state, stockings covered his hairless toned legs and looking more feminine 


with the stiletto's on his feet. 
"Do you approve?" Taylor asked softly. 


"Wow," Dave gasped, his hands settling on Taylor's altered waist, "How the fuck are you both the fittest man in 


the world and the best looking woman I've ever seen," 
"Because, you have been drinking for nearly I2 hours, and you know you're onto a sure thing?" Taylor grinned. 


The brunette wrapped one arm tightly around his man's back and the other cupped his face, kissed him hard 
leaning back so they fell onto the bed. 


He shuffled the blond around so he was lying with his head on the pillows, Dave making sure the blond's hair 
wasn't trapped anywhere and he was as comfortable as possible. Stepped off the bed the brunette toed off his 
shoes, kicked off his trousers and boxers together and hauled off his shirt, grinning at the man in bed who 


was clearly enjoying the show. 


The brunette moved to their dressing room and came back with a couple of ties, he wiggled his eyebrows, 


almost asking for permission, which was quickly granted with an honest smile from his man. 
Dave took one of his husband's hands, kissed his wrist gently and then tied it to the headboard, it wasn't tight 
or uncomfortable, that wasn't the point and once he'd secured the second in the same way he stood back and 


admired his handiwork. 


"Fuck, I'm the luckiest man in the world," Dave whistled, almost to himself. He climbed the end of the bed 


crawling up to settle with his legs and arms either side of the blond, "Now Mr Hawkins,” 
"Yes?" 


"Now l'm going to kiss every inch of your body and l'm going to drive you wild and you're going to beg me to 
fuck you," 


‘Oh D," Taylor moaned trying to move his head for a kiss and Dave rewarded him, before moving on to his 


neck 


"Okay," the brunette paused suddenly, "never going to turn down kissing you, but fuck make up and perfume do 


not taste like you," 


"Try lower," Taylor moaned and when the brunette kissed his chest, just at the top of the corset. 


"Here?" Dave teased and Taylor growled in frustration which just encouraged the brunette, he licked and kissed 
the blond's chest, moving over to his left arm first, nipping the soft skin under his arm, "this better?" 


"Dave," the blond moaned 
"Now, what did you just call me?" Dave teased, tickling the soft skin making the blond squirm. 


"What?" Taylor panted seeing his man's eyebrow raise, he rolled his own eyes, "I mean Oh Master, please, 


please Master," 
"Better," Dave moved back so he was above his man's face and grinned, "We'll work on your sincerity later," 


‘Oh yes Master," Taylor grinned, wiggled under Dave trying to encourage his handsome man to focus more of 


his efforts lower down. 


"Better," the brunette nodded, leaning down and kissing the restrained man, not surprised when he pushed his 


body up to meet him, "My horny little toy," 


"Please Master, please, touch me," Taylor moaned, deciding he'd play the game to get what he wanted and the 
thing he most wanted was right on top of him. 


"You're learning," 

Dave finally moved down to where his man wanted him and used his teeth to undo the bows on the panties 
and pulled them out the way. He kissed and stroked and licked, enjoying the way the restrained blond groaned, 
wiggled, begged and pleaded at his ministrations. He loved the blond so much, life was never boring with him 


and the sex was amazing. His man was so open and expressive and the brunette adored him. 


"Please, please, please," Taylor begged his head rolling from side to side, "Please, just please D, fuck me, Master, 


please," 
"You're hot when you beg," 

The blond looked down at him his penis rock hard and he felt so close, "Master," 
Reaching into his bedside draw he extracted some lube and flipped the lid, "Okay baby?" 


Taylor nodded, he was sweating and his breathing was elevated, partly from the excitement, partly the corset 


restricting his normal breathing. 
"Babe?" 


"Good, just please, please," 


"Please?" 


"Please fuck me," Taylor begged, spreading his legs and sighing as he finally felt the brunette's hands on him, 
slowly slipping into him. 


Finally Dave lifted the blonds legs and positioned himself at his man's entrance, guiding himself in and watched 
fascinated at his partners eyes, his face so different with the make up, but the eyes were no different, so 
passionate, so honest, trusting and full of love. 

It took barely any time at all, their bodies so used to each other and they moved together in tune as ever, 
barely intelligible ramblings from their lips until Taylor couldn't stop himself and as he came so incredibly hard, 
the extra tension pushed Dave over the edge, who collapsed on top of his husband. 

The brunette shuffled trying to kiss his man but noticed he was panting, "T?" 

"Get off me babe," 

"What's wrong," 


"Loosen my corset," he panted 


Doing as he was asked Dave released the bow and loosened the clips at the front, letting the stiff material 
part and allowing the blond to breath normally, "Better," 


"Good," Dave smiled, reaching up and untied his man's hands, letting them just fall to the pillows, Taylor too 
exhausted to do anything else but lie there. 


The brunette manhandled him into his arms, kissing his cheek, "You okay baby?" 

"Umm, s'good, love you, so fucking good at that," Taylor mumbled. 

"Love you too," Dave smiled, moving back and looked at his husbands face, his make up had seen better days, 
his hair was dishevelled and his corset lay open where he'd undone it for him, "You going to take that stuff 
off? Want my boy back now," 

Rolling his eyes Taylor yawned, "So demanding," 

"tll help," 


"S'okay, just give me a few minutes," 


"I have all the time in the world for you," Dave replied loving the sleepy look on his husbands face, "Always," 
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An hour later Taylor tied his dressing gown tighter around him as he padded downstairs, something smelt 
incredible and his stomach was rumbling. He reached the kitchen and watched as his husband pottered around, 


"Hey you, what are you doing?" 


"Hey, that's better, back to my boy," Dave grinned holding out his arms and his husband stepped into them and 
hugged him tightly, "It all come off okay?" 


"I think so, just a few extensions at the back, can you take them out for me," the blond asked, turning around, 


feeling Dave's fingers working in his hair, "What are you doing anyway?" 


"Making Bacon Sarnies and Tea, you didn't eat much at the restaurant and | know sex always makes you 


hungry," the brunette explained, "There we go, it was just the last couple you'd missed," 
"Thanks D," Taylor replied, turning around in his arms, pecking his chin, "see, to me, this is romance,” 


"What?" the brunette asked, returning to their sandwiches, adding sauce, cutting them up and placing them all 
on one plate and adding it to the tray with a teapot and mugs on it. 


"This, you doing this for me, us, that is romantic," Taylor mumbled, he was tired and very well fucked Today, it 


always made him more soppy. 
"Come on, we'll sit outside, I've put the heaters on," 


After they'd eaten their fill Dave settled down in Taylors arms at the blond insistence and yawned, "We really 
should go to bed, | think it's like..well, morning," 


"Yeah, looks like the suns coming up," the blond nodded to the far end of the garden, "Oh God, haven't done 
that for a while," 


"See. We're still young and rock and roll," Dave grinned stretching out, his head on the blond's lap as he tugged 
the blanket over him. 


"Oh yeah, rock and roll," Taylor grinned running his hand through the thick brown hair of his man, "We're 
sitting drinking tea with a blanket, after a night at the opera," 


"And a day on the Golf Course,” Dave giggled. 
"Exactly..fun day though," 


"Yeah, it had it's moments," the brunette grinned, reached up and tangling their fingers together, he kissed the 


back of Taylor's hand and settled it on his heart, "I'm telling Roger to fuck off," 


"What? Why? | don't get it, we've been kissing his arse all day..well, maybe this evening we pissed him off a 
bit," 


"| don't want to work with him," 

"But it's your documentary, you want this," 

"Then Ill find another backer, or we'll do some gigs and I'll finance it; 

"We," Taylor smiled, "You get my bit too," 

"Thanks," 

"What changed your mind?" 

"Are you seriously telling me that if anyone else had spoken to you today the way he did you'd have let it lie?" 
"Well, no, but." 


"Exactly, | don't want to be associated with anyone like that, you were kind and sweet to him and his wife, and | 


know you wanted to give him a piece of your mind," 
"And you didn't?" 


"Oh fuck yes, and that's part of the problem, there's no way l'm prepared to put up with that shit for 
months, I'm okay about it T, | swear, there'll be a way, if its meant to be," 


"Okay, well, anything | can do..except you know, Golf days," 

"Did you hate it all?" 

"No, | didn't, | swear, Darlene was a sweetheart and it was nice to try something new," 

"Which you were amazing at," 

"Tom thought | was good because | didn't give a shit so | was relaxed and I've a lot of upper body strength," 
"Probably true," 


"And there was something else," 


"What's that?" 
"| liked Darlene's jumper, the pink one with the different coloured diamonds on it, | thought that was cool," 

‘Let me guess, it would go with your tiger print leggings?" Dave laughed 

"Yeah," Taylor nodded seemingly quite seriously and his man shook his head, only Taylor 

They lapsed into comfortable silence, both happy just to be near each other. Taylor had nearly drifted off 
when he heard his phone buzz, pulling it out his pocket he squinted but couldn't read the message, handing the 
phone to Dave who had his glasses on, "What does that say?" 

"You dorit want to check it's not from your secret lover?" 

"Haven't got the energy for another lover, you're very demanding," Taylor replied instantly with a smirk 

The brunette rolled his eyes and took the phone, "Yeah, I'm the demanding one," 

Open the message Dave laughed, 

"What?" the blond asked 

'Nate.he says you should have worn a green dress, it would make your eyes pop," 


"Idiot, | take it pictures have leaked on line?" 


Dave pressed a few more buttons and nodded, "Yeah, headline: After twenty years, it seems the Foo's big 


romance is over as Dave Grohl steps out with a glamorous unknown, is this the end of the Run Hitmakers?" 


"Oh Shit, Silva's going to murder us," Taylor moaned, taking Dave's glasses and looking at the picture, "Cute 


picture though, and it says I'm glamorous, I've been called worse," 


"Yeah," Dave nodded, it showed them outside the Opera House on their way in. The brunette had his arm 
around the blond's back and was cupping his cheek, looking into the blond's eyes as he placed a sweet kiss on 


his lips. 


The blond's phone buzzed again and he smirked, "Our band mates are shits, Shifty messaged me, apparently | 
should have worn a shorter skirt and shown off my legs, how is it so obviously me? | wouldn't have known’ 


Another tone, this time from Dave's phone gave them the answer, it was a message from Pat, "I don't know 
who lost what deal, but you two are a nightmare, and yes | know its T, you only look at two things in the 


world like that - Steak and Hawkins, and no, there will be no opera on the next album," 


"Why are all our bandmates up so early?" Dave asked stretching up. 


"Yeah, that's the question we need to ask now," Taylor laughed, "Well..Shifty's in Europe, so the its actually the 
afternoon there, Pat is in the Maldives and Nate has twin babies," 


"Fair point," 
"Come on, lets turn our phones off, bedtime, we'll deal with everything tomorrow," 
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A few weeks later Taylor was sitting behind his drum set at their studio watching through the window as 
Dave got shouted at by various people and it was pissing him off. 


After the picture from their night out had been published, it had seemingly drawn endless stories. The boys 
had elected not to say anything, they didn’t give voice to rumours and never had, but it had resulted in some 
particularly bad press for Dave. It was all pissing Taylor off, he'd kept offering to go public with the truth, but 
his husband wouldn't have it. The brunette knew how much of a private person his man was and insisted it 


was fine, he didn't care what people were saying. 


But Taylor cared, he cared a lot, he hated that people were saying mean things about his husband, the blond 
had made it clear that nothing was to be released without his express permission, which included the 
suggestion that Dave make a public apology. The only reason he wasn't in the meeting was because his husband 
had asked him if he could sit in the meeting, not attack anyone, throw anything and just listen.the blond 


couldn't promise one of those, let alone all three. 


The door opened and Shifty and Nate made their way into the room, after greetings Shifty nodded towards the 


other room, "So what's going on in there,” 


"People pissing me off and I'm not allowed to argue," Taylor grumbled, irritably tapping at his drums, "I mean, 


he's done nothing wrong," 
"| know, but you can see why the... 

"| dont give a fuck what the record company tosser says," the blond spoke up. 

"Why don't you just go public with what actually happened? | mean, its a bit mad, but nothing too much more 
than normal, it wouldn't be the first time we've ever been known for dragging up," Nate shrugged pulling his 


base out the case. 


"They don't want me to do that..! mean, | wasn't keen, but I'm sick of them being mean to D, | get he's the 


boss and he wants to protect me.." 


"But he's your husband and you want to protect him," Shifty smiled softly at the blond. He got that they'd 
been a bit naive and they pretty much always kept their relationship entirely private he did feel for them. 


"Yeah, fuck it, if | just stick something on line, this will all be over won't it?" the blond asked 
"Don't you think you should check with them first?" Nate asked, ever trying to be the voice of reason. 


"No," Taylor said his jaw jutting out with determination, "My fucking life, my husband they're tearing to pieces, 


me he was kissing," 

"Fair point," 

"So," the blond said, looking at his phone, "how do | do this?" 

"Well, um," Shifty started, sharing a look with Nate who just shrugged, "Probably Instagram," 
"Okay..how do | do that?" 

"Do you have a picture?" 


After a few minutes of instruction from Shifty three pictures were loaded and the blond tried to write the 
caption, but Nate kept correcting him so the bassist wrote what the blond asked him to. 


"You sure you want to do this?" Nate checked 
"Definitely," 
"Okay, posting now," 


"D'ya want me to re-gram it? Itll get it out quicker, because you don't really use Instagram," Shifty asked, 
logging into his own page. 


"| don't know what that means, but sure," Taylor nodded relooking at the picture and caption he'd posted, "I'm 


going to get in so much trouble, I'm taking you two down with me," 


Shifty had added three pictures from their night out, one before they left, stood in their hallway taking a 
selfie in the mirror, one of them in the Opera before the show started and the final one Taylor had been 
slightly hesitant to include, but did in the end, it was snapped on their way home when they'd got stuck in 
traffic, Taylor was dozing against his husbands shoulder the brunettes jacket around his shoulders. Dave had 
tried to just take the blond, but also got himself in too and that was why Taylor loved it so much, the look on 
his brunette's face was so sweet, he was looking at the dozing blond like he was the most perfect thing in the 


world and that made Taylor know doing this was the right thing. 


Re-reading the caption he chewed his lip, ‘So... it's me in the picture, it was a night out for me and my 
husband and its no-one's fucking business what we do. | don't want anything about my private life in the public 
eye and my lovely husband was protecting me, but I'm not having anyone being cruel to him. He hasn't done 
anything wrong, he's fucking perfect and you know what, we had an awesome night. 

"HAWKINS," was yelled from the control room and Taylor pulled a face 

“that was quick," 


Gus marched in looking at the three of them sitting there, "Why? Why did you do that? Are you trying to 
make my life difficult?" 


"Don't fucking speak to me like that," Taylor raged, he was sick of being treated like a stupid child 

"Look, Gus is just trying to." one of the PR people spoke up but the blond wasn't done. 

"Gus was pissed | did what | wanted without his ok, because he thinks Im trying to make his life difficult," 
"And you arent?" 

"Fuck off" 

"| also blame two you," Gus said, "In fact | blame you all" he also pointed to Pat who just walked in 

"What did | do?" the older man frowned. 

Everyone started shouted at each other, Nate, Chris, Pat, Gus, the two PR people, Silva.the only people not 
shouting were Dave and Taylor. The brunette had walked straight over behind the kit and tugged Taylor's 


fingers, "Why did you do that?" 


"Because | love you, I'm sick of people being mean to you, now they'll just think I'm weird instead," Taylor 


shrugged. 
"People already think we're weird," Dave said, "Come here," 
The brunette tugged his boyfriend into his arms and kissed him gently, "Love you Hawkins," 


"| love you too..the things | do for you eh?" Taylor laughed, kissing his man and letting the chaos around him 
happen. 


The End 


